CHINA CYCLE

and all hands wound a capstan on the boat. The screech of
the capstans and the chants, or shanties, of the boatmen still
ring in my ears.

As we sped easily down, the banks, flat at first, rose high
on both sides in gorges and cliffs and pinnacles, and as we
anchored for the night I could feel the fabulous indentations,
lit only by the stars, snarling all around me. It was an anti-
climax to reach the shoddy little city of Ping Lok and my
waiting car.